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with kisses. Well. I have lived and I have been loved, and no one
can take this from me.
Monday, 14 June
Villaging. Visited Mrs. Lawrence who amused me by a descrip-
tion of how she fell down the cellar stairs from top to bottom by
reason of her 'grasping on vacancy' instead of grasping a pound of
candles which were hanging against the wall. When she revived
herself and came up, 'Charles/ she said to her husband, 'I am almost
dead. I have fallen from the top of the celler stairs to the bottom.'
'You couldn't have done it/ said Charles incredulously from under
the bedclothes. *I have done it, Charles/ she shouted, infuriated at
his unbelief.
Friday, iZJune
Battle of Waterloo. ' 'Tis sixty years since/ The veterans who
meet at the yearly banquet must be growing very few and feeble.
It must be a small sad gathering now, and soon there will be fewer
and then there will be none.
I passed by the ruined sheds which sadly, regretfully, mark the
site of the ancient small homestead of Wading Street. The dwelling
house has entirely disappeared and the scene of so many joys and
sorrows, hopes and fears, is now waste, silent and desolate, and over-
grown with nettles and weeds. What a pity that these ancient humble
farms should be destroyed and thrown into the great farms, thereby
taking away all the poor man's prizes and the chance of his rising
in the world.
Tuesday, 22 June
I have been working all the afternoon in our meadows with the
haymakers, Farmer Jacob Knight, John Couzens, Hannah, Mary and
Joseph Hatherell and Emma Halliday. We have got a lot of
beautiful green fragrant hay up in cock,
Wednesday, Midsummer Eve
Another beautiful haymaking day. We all worked hard and got
the hay up in beautiful condition, I pitching the last four loads with
Jacob Knight. We finished about nine o'clock of a lovely warm
Midsummer's Eve.
Thursday, Midsummer Day
And a lovely day it has been, soft, warm and sunny. I took the

